the new army, may 19, 1939
I was very muck struck by some words uttered by General
Weygand when, a few weeks ago, he attended the celebration of
the twenty-first anniversary of the assumption by Marshal Foch of
Supreme Command of the Allied Armies in April, 1918. Then, at
a moment of great disaster, when it seemed that the French and
British Armies might well be severed from one another by the
German advance, the illustrious Marshal took command of the
stricken field, and after a critical and even agonizing month, restored
the fortunes of the war. General Weygand, who was head of his
military family—as the French put it—said: " If Marshal Foch
were here now, he would not waste time deploring what has been
lost. He would say : * Do not yield another yard.' "
The Government in their new policy have now made commit-
ments of all kinds. They have made commitments which a year
ago would certainly have saved the situation, and which still, if
carried through with fidelity and resolution, may ward off the worst
of the dangers. They have given a guarantee to Poland ; they
have given a guarantee to Rumania ; they have given a guarantee
to Greece; and they have made an alliance with Turkey—all with,
the object of building up a front in Eastern Europe against further
acts of Nazi aggression. In addition to these new commitments,
into which we have entered on the other side of Europe and to which
our national honour is pledged, we consider ourselves bound by
our direct interests to fight if Switzerland, Holland or Denmark is
attacked. Above all, we have our obligation to France.
Some people talk sometimes as if it is very fine and generous of
us to go to the help of France. But I can assure you that in the
pass to which things have come, we stand at least as much in need
of the aid of France as the French do of the aid of Britain. My
feeling has been for several years past that the first hope of freedom
and safety lies in a close association of the British and French
democracies. These two ancient States, which stand at the head
of European civilisation, were for centuries rivals and foes. They
are now united in the presence of a common danger. The French
have the finest, though not the largest army in existence at the
present time. Great Britain has a Navy, which as long as we
preserve the sympathy and the goodwill of the United States of
America is overwhelmingly strong upon the seas. I have always
thought that the union of these two great forces, not for purposes
of aggression or narrow selfish interest, but in an honourable cause,,
constitutes what I may call the sheet-anchor of human freedom
and progress. I, therefore, have felt thankful when very slowly,
tardily, inch by inch, month by month, these two neighbouring
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